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The Eminent Kidney
and Bfadder Specialist.

'
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" tand more

covery is the true .-pen i
and urinary troubles,
of apparently hopeless cases
efforts havefailed. Atdruggis
and dollar sizea, A sample batt

by mall. also a book telling aboul Swamp-
Rou and its wonderful cures. Address
Dr. Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, N. Y. and
maostion mup;pa
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Coughs,
Colds,

Grippe,

Whooping Cough, Asthma*
Bronchitis and Inciplent
Consumption ls

é
oT 'I'OS

t.'.ummm and \ung diseases.
Sold by o\ druguists. 25&50cts

DrBull's

COUGH SYRUP

enree Hacking Cougls,
Bore Lungsm, Bronchitis,
Grippe, Pnenmonia n nd
all severe lung afit rlinnr
Why then risk consump-
tion, & hli'\\ sure death ?
Take warning ! Act ab
oneoe ! Ilu\. a bottle of
Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup,
a doctor’s pr :m:-E;-af‘.:an
used over 60 years, Pric
only 20 genta, Insi
having it. Don*t 1'
posed upon. Iofuse tho
dealer’s substituto; it is
not as good as U:\ Dall'n,

Satvation O cures Rheentetlam
Actics end Prins. 15 & 25 cia.

K&K K&K K&K K&
% NERVOUS, WEAK, b
5 DISEASED MEN.

EINO CURE~-NO PAY (3

THE NEW METHOD TREATMENT,
original with D K. & K., will posi
tively enre lnrever any form of Blood or
- htlunl disesve, It is the result of J0
ronrs' experience in the trestwent of
K theso discuses,

A WE CURE SYPHILIS |3

This temrible Hlood Poisan, the Lerror
K 0! ululllm d, yields readily to aur NEW
M RBoware of Moreunry,
ulwh L1 Y may ruin ¥y _u-nllm
i you Tinve sorod in the Iunullu r tungoe,
mmn in the jolnts, scre threat, halr or
eyobrawd (alllug oul, piples or slotehon,
towneh -Irrlnxl:m- |i|l l'}'" L:ﬂl
o, elp ou hnve tho secolulbry sio,
?juﬁm BI.E»I Polson. Wo sliwit tf
wost pbatiunte enses, anvd cbnllengo the
world for & casn we accept for treatment
-.I ml;:i' uluwh iliy ol ln-nuim-nt the
™ . the hair grows agnin. paina
ul wenr, the ekin becomes healthy, snd
i posziblo and rafe.

& CURES GUARANTEED £

Thoumndaof young snd middle.aged
K have their vigor nnd vitality rlm\m! K
y otely abures, later axcedses, wont nl
. olo. No mutter the trnlm- our
in M sthod Trestment is the refuge.

A A WECURE IMPOTENCY

0d restore all parta to a normal condi-

K aul Amhlllrm. life and envergy aro ro-
J, and ono feels himeell 8 man

mon, Evory ease i« trentod indi-

n 15— 0o enre-all—bence oar vonder-
muoenrs, No matter what aila you,
wilt us confidentially. We can fur-
hank lmmh m guATantee Lo movom-
what we clalm

gl 250,000 CURED

K

K

SRIONR,

NS UR .\lx'tl'-li.ulil.l
AR REE.
onnble to eall,

Bu\ K for
NT.

write fur
HOME

IR,

KENNEDY & KERGAN
f__‘ Gor, Michigan Ave. and Shelby St,

¢ DETROIT, MICH.
A K&K K&K K
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P QX R OR RNOX XKW

Pr M M. PENNEN, rmh.l l‘t‘m
S We hare old many dorens ol'

:r':"i"r‘ -:':J' mhlt&-ﬁﬁw &F

A PRAYER.

Teach me, Fathet, how 1o go
SBoltly na Lthe grosses grow,

Ttush .u} soul (o meel Lhe :-hm_k
Of e wikl world as a rock;

But my spirit, propt with puwer,
Make as simple as a lower,

Lat the dry heart Bl s cup,
Like n 1n;.|,y looking up:

Lut life itly weaf hor crown,
Liko o pulipy woking down,
Wohen s helrt e flled with dew,
And Its e beglns wnew.

‘Teach
hind sm
Joyiuli
Under ¢
Listert lp
Furri

Let me,

l. dden Hei
Flave whury
Un the wiy

Fnther, how to be
" =

@nd be

t ol
—Edwin '1I.|r1.l'..:1'.1

Miss Salome’s *‘Fresh-Air,”’ ‘

“Two?™" the minleter's wife said, She
I|n Id hes -.u wil suspended, walting,

‘M 1 ‘s mil 1 ean manage,
groaned Miss Salome.
“1 conldn’t get my sleep ont last night
dreading it—but | promised yvour hus-
band; you ean put me down. My lifex

2roy. no e

Lo,”

| Insured!”

It has cured thousa uS.
, after all other |

| —or 1 could write

loth wonten laughed gently over the
little pleasantry,
lome's face that straightened to its cus-
tomary sober llnes first. The face of
the minister's little wife

persistently after the real occasion for
them was over, The peopie of Sweet-
water sald It was a wonder the mother
of glx little children, all of em “canses,”
ever falt inclined to laugh.

“I've got the *T* all made, Miss Sa-
lome. | don't see how 1 can make ‘T"
into an *0'! Besldes, one would be so
lonegome; aren’t you most afrald so?
Think of my Jittle Jerry or my Ted or
Mistress Mary being fI somewhere
alone!™

The pencll walted, still, and the min-
ister's wife looked toward Mies Salopmo
with arch questioning, She could sep
beyond her the broad etretch of prim
lawa and the llac bushes fringing it.
It lnu]- i like such n bengtiful chance

And the house
hed softly, re-
membering

A

Shal I write the ‘wo’
‘hroe

Miss Salome laughed,
yielding In it

“Write ‘O-n-e,'" sha sald,

the
aftéer the “T'?
S youn know!*

but not with

| my name you can put in a parenthesis

~—'And the Lord have mercy on her

| soul!* "™

| ment-house people

| away in tiny pine coffins,

| waves™

It was early July, and hot waves of

clover-sweet sunshine crept into all the |
There was scarcely a |

open windows,
breath stirring. In the citiea, the tene-
gasped for their
breath, and the little bables were borne
The minls-
ter's wife was thinking of the bables as
she rose to go.

“My list Is counting up,”

ghall send it tomorrow.
walt any lon The accounts in last
night's paper were heart-breaking, Miss
sSalome—the tiny ones are dying so!™

"1 don’t reand the papers in the hot
Migs Salome said briefly. *I
make fans of them then!™ fol-
lowed her ealler through the cool, dim

sho said. "1

Ber,

She

| hall to the front door,

| derstand 1 ean’t have

of conrse?" she
“Of course you un-

any boy tralpaing

“You've said a girl,
called after her,

round?"
“Yes; 1 sald
minlster's wife
The childr:n
would come the

little glrl'™
answerad quletly.

Sweetwater's share
lasgt week In July and
itay 2 fortnight, the clty missionary
wrote. They would be the forlornest
witlls of the street,
pxpect perfect manners
Misa Salome staved awake aft-
r the minister'e wife road her the lot-
ter., There were plenty of times whea
she ralled bitterly at hersell for
promlzing.

On the long-dreaded day, she walked
to the station to meet the trajia and hes
fate, The minister's little
per half way, Bhe had a determined
ook in her aweot, tired face.

“I'm going to bring home the left-
overs,” she said, "There are most al-
Ways one or two,
dt the last moment,
slonaries can't
smuggle In one eéxtra at the end. 1
shall bring any little left-over home, if
L have to make a field-bed for my boys
out on the piagzza! It breaks my henrt
.0 resd about the poor little suffering
things."

She was not thinking of Miss Sa-
lome’'s big, emply rooms—she was
thinking of the terrible, crowded rooms
1a the sweltering clty tenements, Miss
Salome would not let herself think of
those,

Then the Lrain swept in and the little
waifs tralled out on the sunny platfo.m
and stood mpbout uncomfortably. The
minister's wife torted them out busily,
checking them off as she went down
ner list—these two tn Deacon Spooner,
those two to Mra. Witherspoon—one to
the Wetherell's one to the Grecnes,
une io Miega Salome—Dbut Miss Salome's
wis & boy! They were nearly all boys,
I'he one or two girla were mare babies
and Miss Salome had specified no ba-
bles,

“Dear me,"
perplexed litte wife, gaxing up and
down Lhe disreputable little ranks in
soarch of a girl to fit Miss Salome. A
touch on her arm made her turn,

“Never mind about me*
lome was saaying, with humorous wrin-
kies round her eyes; I can geot along.
I wasn't really hankering.*

“But there’ll be too many to go
round, Miss SBalome, I haven't dared
to count, but I know there are more
than encugh, And so few little girls
—[ do belleve Miss Trent made a blun-
der and went us the wrong consign-
ment! Poor little things!"

There were thres left-overs, aven
after Deacon Spooner tooi an extra
boy and the Greenes took two.

"I'ean squeeze two In, but I can't

the

‘one

or clothes

cftener

ever

or else the mis-

| keen gray cyes
| unlovely Hule eraature.

but it was Miss Sa- |

“took” natur- |
ally to laughing curves, and held them |

little parson- |

“and after |

I don't care to |

|
and no one was to |

| A stranger
wife joined |

| stayed,

Somebody gives up |

resist the temptation to |

t lef among the white plllows.

murmured the minister's |

| sleoves energetically.

Miss Sa- I at her with a friendly grin.

gqueess three—I slimply can't!™ whis- | new.

pored the minister’'s wife In despasr,

Even his littie uncouth tongue
seemed to partake of the softening in-

She went up to the solitary boy that ' fluence of the patchless, natty trousers
nobody could squeexe In, and patted | and the little brass-buttoned coat, and

his lttle grimy hands eompassionatoly,
He stood shulling his bare feet stol-
Idly.

“I'll go wid hor,” ho suid suddenly, |

releasing # hand to indicate Miss Sa-
lome's retreating fgure. And without
further warning, he darted down the
platform In close pursuil. At the
Etreet croasing he cavght up.

“1 cotched yer,'” ho eried breathless,
“I'm poin’ 'long o' youse Der ain't
noe room now'eres clse Aln't dore
room in vour temoment? I can bunk
on de rool all right.”

Miss SBalome stood stil]l nnd ran her
over the lean, patched
Something in
his cheerful confldence In her making
for 0, yes—
yus- anough,
He wouid

him touched her,
thern wWaAs room
were five, gix rooms,
not need to seep “on do roof” But
this terrible little unwashed boy—it
was not easy to assoclate him with one
of her immacuolate beds, as white,
ery one of them, ns ha was black,

“Did you ever take n bath?™
agked abruptly.

“Take n wot, ma'am?"

The lean, hrown face expressed ut-
ter nnacquaintance with the word,

“Ah—why, bath. Did you ever wash
yourself?"

A minnte’s wrestle with memory and
then a kindling of new-born pride in

There

ev-

| the brown face.

“Yer bet! 1 washed me face w'en
me pal got t'rowed down an' I went
ter de lhosplital ter gec him, 1 didn't
g0 wid no dirty lace, naw!"

Miss Salome gasped, helpless before
such an  experience, It was uncon-
#ly the mecting of the two ways,
in her mind, and she took the one that
woitld lead them home together,

“I'll keep him long enough to wash
him up, once, uny way,”
grimly.

Mliss Salome's “case” wo
if she had but known it
mis arles who ropnded up the little
win for thelr u‘uiu.1 in the country
mado strenyous efforts to s u-t them to
their sast, and
ns whole as they could make them. But
this grimy little mortal \\.lm had
ndopted Mies Salome was an exception,
Taken into the ranks at the last mun-
ute, there had been np time to make
the best of him.

They walked on together,
bare feet paddling
Mlss Salome. Bhe stole a covert glance
by and by at the alert, unchildish face.
What could he be thinking of?

“80 you had a "pal'? What s a pal?”
she asked.

“Oh!=—well, a pal's n pard, yer know.
Yer goes Into trade wid him an’ shares
de winnin's, sec? Yer sticks by him
t'rough t'lck an' tin; yer don't never
go back on yer pal. naw!"

“And your pai is dead?”

The change in the boy's face was
wonderful, Miss Salome marvelled at
It. Mingled joy and tend -ness strug-
gled through the grime for
preesion.

“Mickey,

scion

she thought

§ An unusual

one, The aity

bepnefactors clean, ol

the boy's
unevenly besida

dead? Yer bot he ain't!
He's gettin' weil—yer can’t kil Mick-
ey! He's comin' out er do hospital in
a woeeli, Mickey ia."

They were closo

to Miss Balome's

| great white housa, and further conver-

sation wos inter tod,

“Come In,'" Mis lome gsald,
Iae bushes that framed a gateway.
And, In slieat awe, the city wall pad-
dlad In, his golled Httle foce Hfted to
dhie great parple tassela overhead,

“What's them?' he whispered, aftor

moment

flaea”

AL the

Mlas Salome answered
nent in
had nav-
Salome
felt her

other argt
think he
1 { Misa
She

It wis and

v's favor. To

er seen a llac bush

called it “layiock.”)
heartstrings freshly tuggoed.

It does not take a great while to
wath even a little gnmin's face that is
fo the operation. Dut the
cleansing over, still the hoy tarrled.
Miss Balome did not invite him—he
He was perfectiy happy In a
novel way. He went about the big
front yard on tiptoes, at first, as if he
were afrald of crushing
his little calloused brown feet, And
when Inadvertently he trod on a great
red clover head, Miss Salome saw him
stoop and “set” Its broken stalk with
aplints of herd's grass. He {ook
plenty of time, and his thin unchildish
face was puckered gravely.

“I shall let him stay his time out,”
murinured Miss BSalome; and (hat
night—it was the first night—she sat
up to mend hig clothes, When she
carried them back, a little less out
at the ¢ibows and forlorn, the Joy was
fast asleep and the moonlight was ca-
regsing his face as il lay in brown re-
It could
not have kiszed more tenderly the lit-
tle face of a ehlld who was loved,
whose mother bent over him. The

| persistontly,

she |
| Hy,

| yer'd be willin®

cqual ex- |

the grass with |

light o Miss Salome’s unsteady fin- |
pgera finved and half roused the waif, |

He opened his eyes and regarded her
in stupid terror.

“Lemme "lone—=I aln't doln® nothin'," |

+ | he muttered, shielding his face as If

from a blow, thon sinking away Into
sleep agaln, Miss Salome uttered a
soft sound of pity In her thront. The
tug nt her heart-strings tightiened,
The next day, the boy appeared bhe-
fore Misa Salome, rolling back his
He beamed up

“Yer gotter brush an' som' blackin’,
ma'am? 1 kin shine yer hoota com-
plete—that's me perfeshion., An" I'l
give de stove a coat, too. Yer won't
mind, ma'am?

He walted wistfully. It wans his
only way of acknowledging hls devo-
tion to his adopted mistress,

Several deys went Ly uneventfully,
Then Miss Salome took the boy to
town and Atted him out with new
clothes. That day was eveniful. The
child was

transfigured—made over

|

| eretignd the

the strange street dialect sounded less
offensive In Miss Salome's ears. She
waa proud of her freah-alyr oy, and her
heart-atrige, tugged po often and so0
vibrated with gentle
steadiness. The lonely woman was |
near to loving the little lonely ehild, |

Then come the rude awakening when |
one morning Misa Salome found her|
bird had fown, tricked out In bis proud
Hew plumnge The ragged old clothes
were smoothly folded on a ehalr. There
wis nothing el=e suve a freahly black-
ened stove and shining shoes at Mias
Snlome's door, to tell of his hoving |
been theére and gone.

Migs Salome stood a long time Itu-|
side the heap of folded elothes, torn |
between anger and griel. She had |
never falt so keenly the one way or
the other in all the fifty-seven yoars
that spanned her qulet life. The
clothes—if he had only left the new
clothes behind instead of the old!
That would have helped so much.

“But [t wouldn't have been near 80
human,'"” sighed the poor womnn drear-
“Then I should have been enter-
taining an angel unawarcs. No, no,
let him wear 'em back to his slums,
but don't let him ever darken my doors
agiin from this time forth and forever
more!"

Btill, she left the little ragged clothes
unmolested. It takes time for heart-
strings to recover themselves,

Two days after the wall's dleap-
pearance, Mlss Salome saw a strange
little figure hobbling up her walk, to
the accompany:ng tap of crutches, She
had mever seen the Dboy, but the
clothes! BShe adjusted her glasses
hastlly and nodded as she looked,
They were sevoral sizes too large—the
trousers und the sleeves were turned
up, and the coat was lapped until but
one row of brass buttong was visible—
but the clothes were the ones Mi
Stulome had bpught for her fresh-alr
boy.

The little fgure hobbled nearer
an cerle gaunt little face looked
frankly nt Miss Salome.

“It's me—I'm Mickey,” the child ex-
plained at once. *“Jerry sent me-—-Jer-
ry's ma pal, ver know., He sald as 1
could wear de clothes—he tought
youse wouldn't mind?"

The upward [nflection at the end
was Intenge with wistful Interrogation. |
Mlckey propped one cruteh under his
arm and ran his thin white fingers up
and down the coat front admiringly.

“Aln't dey dandles? Jarry was n
reg’lar toff, but 1 guess I'm too lttle
to fill "em oul—it takes the stuflin® out
0" yer ter bupnk at de hospital a
mont"."

He drew close to Miss Salome
touched her dresa gently.

“Jerry wanted I should ax yer If
ter swop—he said ter
tell yer I were a tip-topper chap "an
him—but he led, Jerry's a brick!
He glve me de clothes an' made me
come, cos I'm his pal an' goes lnme.
Dat's Jerry.”

The chlld In the

and |
up |

and

overgrown clothes
seemed 1o shrink to a baby's size s
AMiss Balome looked at him out of dim
The other child's face—Jerry's
peercd over his shoulders at her
“Yeor won't mind, ma'am?" It ae¢
fo Eay wist 4
"1 say, min't ‘[

¢yos,
wod

primie here?' Mickey
sald. “"Dire's gv you kKin step on,
an' flowe:s an'
I8 painted (it o Eplit!

Jerry let ¢'ll be—Jerry sald he
bet ‘twere like w'at de mizsion chap |
sald goin” to Heaven'd be, If—Iif vo:
'.\c:n[u]u': ::..111, conld I bunk L

do housa
Dat's w'at
on !}

on Qo
grat 3

'l wo weeks Iater, the minld "o Tt
wife called on Misn 8r in, She |
pointed out of the
figure in the gr

“Still hore?”

“Yea," Miss
“I'm going to keep Mickey
strong again, He's
be surprised to see
Jerry —""'

Mies Salome's face broke Into mol-
low curves—outriders of a laugh, The
minster's wife wondered why she had
thought it a plnin face.

“Jerry went off oa brown and fat!
You know, | sent for him to come back
after he ran away and "swopped’ him- |
gelf? He's Deen here two weeks with
Mickey, and he's jJust gone todny. He
gald It ‘was necessary for him to go
back and ‘settle up his businessa'!"

The lnugh had arrived and Miss Sa-
lome gave hersell up to It luxuriously.

“Such a bay! Yes, we're going into
partnership togethey, Jerry and T, after
that, Wa're golng to be—pals!"—An-
nle Hamilton Donnell, in Country Gen-
tieman.

The cost of the publlo schools of
greater New York for the year 1901
will be $17,710,078., The numbar of
pupile In the &cheols is estimated at
408,112. Eo that the average cost for
eoch pupil Is $43.30. In 1800 there
were 220,031 pupils, the total cost was
$6,000,639, and the average cost per
pupil was $25.98. The expenss of the
publie schools has, therefore, nearly
tripled In ten years, while the aver-
nge cost per pupll s nearly $18 a year
more. This Increase is partly due to
the municipal econsolidntion and part-
Iy to the Davis law, which hasx in-
averass salarics.

o n Hitle
ahe sald,
Salomea hriskty,
till he's
coming on—you'd
him eat now! And

aald

ever

The Henslan fiy pmhnhlr rnmb: next
to the chineh bug as a farm pest In
the Unlted States, and its ravages In
other countries have long been known
and appreclated. While Its first sclen-
tific deseription wis by Thomas Say
In 1817, It had been for many years
recoghized ns a pest In whent and had
recelved In this countey the popular
name of Hesslan fiy In the bellef that
it had been introdueed by Hessinn sol-
dlers during the war of the revolu-
tion,

A short abaence quickens love;, a
long absence Wills IL=—Mirabenw

:IFhll' LA}

| think

THIS

BEARER€er

Raymond had just been aver to the
hall with his basket of flowers, mostly,
from tSe woods and felds.

Decoration day always found him on
hand; and although his contribution
was simple, he was glad to be ahis
to do even a little toward furnisking
material for this touching memorial
sorvive,

Ruymond was the grandson of a vet-
eran of the clvil war, and this year he
wanted to do something more than
usual, to let the old friends of the
grandfather . whom he had never
known understand his loyalty, hoth to
his grandfather's memory and the
country that he had died for.

Suddenly he remembered an old tat-
leied fog that stood In a corner in
thoe attie, and Dbeside it a musket,
rusty and time-stnined. Then he
locked at Rover.

“Can you do it, Rover?
eyeda nsked the guestion.
Urown oves of the un
me"”

“All right,

Hover's
L LTS
Holight he
AT

Raymond’s
The soft
doge wered, Try
will.”
fnmipnatic tat
a yelp of
r up tho
or the
by glde npon
held a fiat
hand, and his
Occarlonaliy
nd slipped the
lek through a hole
whittling in the

upon the r,oand with
follows i Mt

and th
door-niep.

Im}'
thae The
woed in one
Jack-Knife in the other
he lifted o Mmded flag, &
end of the worn st
which he was
plece of wood.
At last he sprang
ing, “All ready now
you can hold
mouth?"
Rovers'
can!” as

new

to his feet,
Rover! Do yon
that your

Eny-
in

Of course 1
three excited
Rover! Ray-

couid bhe depend-

Now

sall

his tall gave
thumps, Good, falthful
mond knew that he
od upon to be his color-bearer,

eYes

E HEADS

LitiuE BROWN FA(
hig own part In the progw
0f ulltt- aching footstop
it of o drom floated up to
the bor and the
eady to honor

Wiith 2AR
| b |
for
The i
nrd o
the spol
wire making
country’s fallen
From a win Tn w of th
of tear«dimn
stranege preparations
Raymond ha v donned an old ¢
Her cap, and shouldered the rusty gun,
«& hoped that he lm'krtf ] a sol- |
.1!::', Rover's admiring eyes nssured
him that he 1!.1I
“Now, Rover,” sald
ting the dog's head, '
vou hold the flag.”

LTEY.
und

heroos
oDl
watched the

eyCs
ol -

IRG

Raymonid, pat-

|
Rover never wad happler than when

he could carry a bundle; but this was
such an unexpected privilege that for
a socond or two tne fiagstall veered
like & weather-vane with each delight-
ed thump of his stab of a tall, Then,
seeing hiz master’s moetionless attitude,
Royver took pattern; and as the lttle
company of velerans drew mnear, the
color-bearer and his master attracted
instant auttontionm

Every man In Company C loved Ray-
mand; loved him for his own sake,
for he was n bright and lovable boy,
nnd also for the sake of the brave com-
rade who had marched with them
throngh many a weary campalgn, and
at leat had given his 1o for bis coun-
Lry.

There was o quick order from the
front, and Instantly every man iiftml
his hat, and the band struock up ll:ﬁ
“Suar-Spangled Banner;” and Ray-
mend, with b ithfuol dog belds
him, and his grandfather’s tattersd
fing waving in the breeze, was the hern
of the day.—Helen M. Richardson,

Thousands ¢f VnKknoton Dead,
One of the Jargest pational cemeter-
jes In this country is located at Salle-
bury, N. O, There are 11,000 unknown
dead in the cemetory, which Is kept In
gplendid repalr by the government.

The soelety hand-shake lsn't exact-
Iy what you'd call “a pretty how'd you
do?’

dog |
thelr |

w1
¢ A pair

‘I'm going to h-r:

“Qilvor Plato that Wears.”

Rerishire
Paliern

o ol forkn, e, ba

o even IF they do cont &
ars wurth tho diferemee, 11 I.‘iﬂ”
o part of the semp B losares  grasmios
Rogers guality, femous Sor wesr. Full
tradi-mark —

“I8 47 E208%

Subd hy eading oot For Calabogin,
No. MY mddrvae U imakers,

Interantional Sitvor Co. Meriden, Conn

uvhnhb tunm!!.
M

APID
RAILWAY
SYSTEM

Electiic T'ast Line Now Operaling
Between

Port Hu.on and Detroit

PASSING THROUGH
| Marysville St Clalre
Marine Uity Algonag
Penrl Hench Fair Haven
New Baltimore Mt €lemens
The Quickest Roate; The Best and
Most Conveniont Servige. ‘Throngh
Cars leave Pore Hinron—Biek: River
HWridge—very honr from 6:22 a. m, o
S22 p, m. and watil 1122 p. m, far

addrous

Murine City,
IPor folders,
any agent, or

GEO. M HENRY,.G.P.A.,
Detrod, Mol

booklets, ele.,
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'I'h in nignatnre Is on every box of ihe genuine

| Laxative B Pablets:
tho remedy that cares n cold fn ono &ny

Blddlecomb g
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Melsel Block, PORT HURON

| Maving had yoars of experience
| the Pnotographic art, we are prepared
‘L-l o your work right and at reason-
abie prices, Ask any of our patrons
}uh it Kind of work we turn out; sk
fem i we don't save themr mondgy.
| They ecan tell ag much as we <an.
' he've tried o il are sor permanent-
| ustomers, You'd be too if you'll ask
m.

650 YEARS
EXFERIENCE

|
AND SOLEMN

Tnape Marxs
Desans
Copymicuts &c.
Arnvans sondlng n sketeh snd doseripplon may
fnlok l\ll‘i.‘"'uu oy oplesen (ree w her aun
fvantionn ¢ hahiy patent Commnnkes
letl ionikial, ‘Ilnm i om Pateants
=g pyrem W Tl
takon f{vh-t':h Murmn &‘1“:.1””
l;lrrlclu- fice, withowt chanse, io the

Scientific Hmerican,

A handsamaty llln tratnd weekiv, Larsost cle-
enlation of uny scientitie Jouwrual. Ferus, W
art four mont e, §1.

- WO o, . i 1R

| lirsnch Office, G5 ¥

| WHEN
Y0U VISIT
PORT HURON

= Pol Up at the—

Union Hotel !

PLIL. TICHHORN, JR., Prop.

This hiousa is farnished throughow
with Elvetrie Call Bells, Elocire Fans
and every other convenlence for the
| comfort of guests,

First-Class Tables.
Firat«Class Rooms.
Rates: $1,.00 and $1.25 Per Day.
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